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Summary: He had wanted to stop a war peacefully, not get caught in 
the very centre of it. Now, Hiccup has to face his biggest challenge 
yet; Stop the impending doom of all existence, fulfil his real 
destiny. Learn the ways of the true Dragon Riders, SURVIVE, and 
that's being generous. He won't be alone in his quest, but first, 
they have to survive Drago Bludvist. [All details in-story] 


1. This Time You're Wrong 
**The Strikers** 

**Rated : T for heavy violence, language, blood and gore... You know, 
all the good _DARK_ stuff. ** 

**Pairings (as of now) : Hiccup/Astrid, * * 

**Genres : Adventure & Friendship, although Action would be number 
one in my opinion.** 

**He had wanted to stop a war peacefully, not get caught in the very 
centre of it. Now, Hiccup has to face his biggest challenge yet; Stop 
the impending doom of all existence, fulfil his _real_ destiny. Learn 
the ways of the true Dragon Riders, SURVIVE, and that's being 
generous.** **He won't be alone in his quest, but first, they have to 
survive Drago Bludvist. [All details in-story]** 

**Chapter One** 

**This time you're Wrong** 

"BECAUSE WAR IS WHAT HE WANTS, SON!" 

Hiccup sighed, looking to the side briefly before looking back to his 
father, as defiant as before. The chief had calmed, but still looked 



winded, not that he could be blamed. 

"So, what happened?" Hiccup asked, braving to take a step forward. 

His father tried to break the intense lock between their eyes, but 
found he couldn't. Damn his instincts. And his stubborn-as-hell 
son . 

"I'd rather not say." Stoick growled slowly, oh boy, his son and his 
friends would NOT like the sound of what he had to say... But his son 
was stubborn. Extremely stubborn, at that, too. And according to the 
young man's face in front of him, he didn't have much of a 
choice . 

Out of the blue, Tuffnut spoke up, breaking the tension. "Well, 
weeerrreee waiitt innnggg ! " Gobber looked at the twin, wearing a 
questioning expression. 

"What?" Ruff nut piped up. "I thought you _wanted_ us to master the 
art of patience!" 

Tuffnut looked comically horrified. "Traitors... I knew it! I feel so 
used ..." 

Everyone, including the trappers, with the exception of the twins, 
rolled their eyes in exasperation, before turning their attention 
back to the Chief and Heir's heated conversation. 

_Ooh boy. Well, he was bound to find out someday_. Stoick thought 
sadly, before inhaling a deep breath and telling what happened that 
fateful night. 

"As you know, every 10 years, a Great Gathering of Chieftains is 
held. Back when you weren't even born... I attended my first 
Gathering . " 

Hiccup was watching with curiosity, but he was hardly restraining the 
lost look on his face; Hiccup was almost certain he wasn't designed 
for chiefing, but... This sounded important, something that his 
father had to keep secret... From him. Now that was new. 

"We were discussing the dragon skirmishes we were all facing; when 
into our midst, came a stranger, from a strange land, cloaked in dark 
dragon skin..." Stoick looked at Toothless, swallowing a horrible 
lump in his throat. "Back then, I didn't have the slightest clue as 
to what species it could of came from, and only now I know... He was 
wearing a cloak of Night Fury skin." 

The silence was deadly, the tension so dense a knife could cut 
through it like butter. 

The riders were staring, wide-eyed and gaping in mortification, while 
Hiccup was absolutely shocked, so much he was frozen. The trappers 
seemed surprised, so it could be said they hadn't realised. The 
dragons looked unnerved, but Toothless was sad and furious on a whole 
new level. In shock, Stoick noticed the scales around the dragon's 
eyes were wet... Was he crying? 

"I-I don't know... Does that... What..." 

"Son, it doesn't mean that. We shouldn't jump to conclusions." 



"I know. Just... Continue, please." Hiccup shuffled nervously 
leaning into his now quiet dragon. 


"He told us that he could control the dragons, and he alone. He 
promised us protection, to bow down to him." 

Snotlout and the Twins chuckled, saying things like 'That's a good 
one' and 'He's an idiot'. Stoick sighed, looking down. "Aye, we 
laughed too." 

"He then wrapped himself in his cloak, and cried out; then see how 
well you do without me...! Armoured dragons descended from the roof, 
burning it to the ground..." his audience had been silenced by the 
statement, including Hiccup. Stoick turned to them, locking his hard 
gaze on Toothless. "There were three dragons. Two were species that I 
had never seen before, and the last..." 

Hiccup didn't like where this was heading... "Dad, what is it? You've 
never been... I've never seen you like this..." 

"Among them was a Dragon Rider, on a Night Fury." 

**A/N: ** 

**Eh, random idea that popped into this big imagination of mine. As 
the name and the time setting implies, it involves a different light 
to Drago Bludvist and Dragon Riders, as well as Hiccup and Toothless' 
life. ** 

**I'm sorry if anyone feels annoyed with me for using Drago a lot, 
but I just feel like he had more potential as a villain- although, 
his technique is cunningness + brute strength and cruelty, and it did 
work... For a while. Although I think all of us Dragonites can agree 
the blasted madman left a number on our beloved Hiccup and co, and 
our hearts . * * 

**0h, last thing! For every individual Story or Story Concept, I'll 
try a new layout and line breaks. No idea why I feel like it's a 
responsibility of mine... ** 

**Until next time, my dear readers.** 

* * Cry st all ion 12 * * 


2 . We Can Try 
**The Strikers** 

**Rated : T for heavy violence, language, blood and gore... You know, 
all the good _DARK_ stuff. ** 

**Pairings (as of now) : Hiccup/Ast rid, * * 

**Genres : Adventure & Friendship, although Action would be number 
one in my opinion.** 

**He had wanted to stop a war peacefully, not get caught in the very 
centre of it. Now, Hiccup has to face his biggest challenge yet; Stop 



the impending doom of all existence, fulfil his _real_ destiny. Learn 
the ways of the true Dragon Riders, SURVIVE, and that's being 
generous.** **He won't be alone in his quest, but first, they have to 
survive Drago Bludvist. [All details in-story]** 

**Chapter Two** 

**We Can Try** 

"Hiccup, you don't understand." Astrid whispered frantically to her 
boyfriend, the fool was still going to try and talk to this madman, 
even knowing of his possession of power. "Please, just listen to him 
for once ..." 

Hiccup ignored her, taking off on his dragon. 

Stoick growled in fury, ordering the teens to go back to Berk and 
gather two search parties. He knew his son, and he was almost certain 
he would trick them. 

Gobber was keeping his distance, sitting on Grump calmly. "Well, the 
lad was always stubb'n..." 

The Chief only glared, before hopping onto Skullcrusher and setting 
out. Hiccup and Toothless would already be ages away, after all, 
Toothless was a Night Fury, the fastest dragon known. 

He nearly couldn't believe it; after all this time, now Stoick didn't 
trust him? Seriously, he had changed all of Berk's minds, the 
Outcasts, and quite the amount of other villages... How could one 
man, one man be so dangerous? 

Sure, he had dragons. But hadn't Ryker and Viggo too? The Outcasts? 
Gods, the Berserkers technically counted, too. 

Men? Well, he had dealt with that plenty of times before. 

The only solid reason he could think of was this 'Night Fury Rider'. 
It explained a lot, honestly. Presuming they were still alive, they 
would be much more older, powerful and skilled than them. And Hiccup 
guessed they were a lot bigger, too. And, hadn't he said they had 
been wearing armour? 

Right... He could see the problem, but still... 

They had to try. They had to try and stop a terrible war, peacefully. 
That was just who they were. 

Toothless was flying high above the clouds, fast and forward. He knew 
where he had to go, although he had a sense of unease about it all... 
If he had his own Dragon Rider... 

Hiccup had his plans, but so did Toothless. He was loyal to Hiccup's 
father, saw his judgement in the correct light. He would allow Hiccup 
to investigate, then take him back to Berk, safe and sound. There was 
no way he would let anything happen to Hiccup, not if he could help 
it . 


Hiccup was beginning to get unnerved. They were flying between 
multiple sea stacks, cloaked by fog. It was near impossible to see 



through it . 

Toothless suddenly growled, causing them to stop mid-flight. 

"What is it, bud? 

That was all he was able to say, before a sharp whistling sound, 
horribly familiar, reached his ears, and a bola wrapped itself around 
them . 

They were falling. 

**A/N: ** 

**0oh. I think I left you on a nasty cliffy... 

XD . * * 

* * Cry st all ion 12 . * * 

* *SHOUTOUTS : ** 

* *_midnight skyO 612_- I'm glad you feel that way. Thx for the 
review ! * * 


3. Right Into Our Trap 
**The Strikers** 

**Rated : T for heavy violence, language, blood and gore... You know, 
all the good _DARK_ stuff. ** 

**Pairings (as of now) : Hiccup/Astrid, * * 

**Genres : Adventure & Friendship, although Action would be number 
one in my opinion.** 

**Chapter Three** 

**Right Into Our Trap** 

They were falling. 

The first emotion to overwhelm him was shock, sealed by a gasp. He 
felt a small, sharp prick, just before a searing hot feeling rushed 
into his left side... 

Then Hiccup heard his dragon's howls and roars, and he yelled in 
desperation, attempting to move, only... To find he couldn't. He 
couldn't move his arms, his legs... He could move his five toes, his 
elbows down- but not his main body. He couldn't feel his left side at 
all, as if it suddenly didn't exist any more. 

Just as he was about to call out his dragon's name, they plunged into 
icy water, the water's pressure hitting them heavier than a Gronckle, 
courtesy of air pressure and speed. . . 

Toothless had come down on him, pressing him to the net's side on 
Toothless' back. The Night Fury was thrashing in the water, churning 
up bubbles that went straight into his face. 



He couldn't remember much of it all, and looking back, it was fuzzier 
than the day he was born. The water had been cold, freezing cold. He 
didn't have to swallow all the water he had, to know that. He had 
seen flashing colours, and he had been forced to close his eyes at 
the water's frigidness. He had felt a dull throbbing in his side, 
causing sharp stabs of pain when Toothless moved. 

Then, just as he felt his conciousness slip away with the blackness, 
he began to hear faint roaring. Giant splash rang in his ears, and as 
he weakly opened his eyes, he saw a Scauldron upon them, staring at 
them, with what looked like grief in its eyes, before it swam above 
them, grabbing Toothless gently in its claws through the net, before 
swimming to the surface, taking them with it. 

This really wasn't their day... Like, it _seriously_ 
wasn ' t . 

Toothless didn't want to believe what he was seeing, as the bubbles 
parted to reveal a Scauldron, an_ armoured_ Scauldron. It was obvious 
the poor creature belonged to Drago, and was set with taking them to 
him. It swam up to them swiftly, looking as if it just wanted to get 
this over with. . . 

He stopped as a horrible thought slipped into his raging mind. . . Was 
this the dragon's _job_?! Toothless seethed with anger, ooh, when he 
got his claws on this Drago guy... 

The dragon stopped in front of them, his pupils dilating in 
sadness . 

'_I'm so sorry. Night Fury... I'll try and be gentle. _' the dragon 
murmured, shaking his head when Toothless pleaded for his rider's 
release. '_I can't, master would be furious... _' The Scauldron 
shuddered, promising he would be as gentle as possible again, before 
swimming to the top, and grabbing him in his claws with the net. 

The dragon's claws didn't bother him at all, even when they dug in a 
slight bit to get a decent grip. He was aware it probably drew blood, 
although at the moment, he couldn't really care. 

He knew they were now prisoners, and possibly, 
to-be-dead-prisoners-that-Drago-didn ' t-care-about . 

He could only watch, helpless, as they were broken out of the water; 
he heard his rider gasping and spluttering, and he himself spat 
seawater . 

Barely giving them time to breath, two more dragons flew over, 
armoured like the Scauldron, except these dragons weren't very 
friendly... They brutally gripped into his sides, drawing blood 
immediately as he screeched. Hiccup yelled something in protest, 
which turned into a yelp as one of the dragons smacked him harshly in 
the stomach with its sharp tail. Toothless had to muster all of his 
willpower, to avoid bathing the dragons in curses, _no_, that would 
come later. 

They were carried over to a sea-stack, where they were carelessly 
dropped onto the cold bare rock. He landed on his side, roaring when 
he heard his rider howl. Toothless felt his whole body shudder in 



pain, a groan escaping him. 


Desperate, he scrambled to his feet, claws clicking and scratching on 
the rock. The net was weighed to the ground by multiple black rocks, 
that seemed to almost be glowing. The ropes of the net scraped 
painfully against his scales, and even whipped against one of his 
eyes, causing him to whine in pain as his eye leaked a clear 
liquid . 

The two dragons, who had dumped them on the sea-stack, landed on the 
dull rock, hissing in warning. They were both Monstrous Nightmares, 
and were certainly big, menacing and vicious; they were covered 
equally in scars, most of them from whips and knives. Their ribs and 
bones showed from lack of food, and the armour's straps were much 
tighter than necessary. Toothless was briefly silenced by their 
shocking appearance, unable to grasp how horrifying it all was. 

One spurted a small jet of flame above his head when the black dragon 
roared in his rider's defence, silencing the Night Fury, but not 
without bared teeth and dangerously narrow slits. 

The Scauldron from before landed on the sea-stack, his head drooped 
in remorse while he panted in exhaustion... 

Both Nightmares growled at the dragon, one cruelly whipping the 
Scauldron' s feet before latching his jaws onto something around the 
dragon's chest, pulling it off and dropping it on the 
floor . 

Toothless' eyes widened, recognising the metal clang as it hit the 
rock . . . 

Chains. Lots, and lots of chains. 

He shrieked, desperately trying to turn on his back to grab Hiccup 
and protect him from the horrible chains; his stomach was flipped at 
the thought of Drago and Hiccup talking, but the 

thought of chains on his beloved rider... 

He kept telling himself everything would be alright, but as he saw 
them pick up the chains. And chances of survival, were dwindling into 
single digits now... Well, they were screwed. 

Hiccup watched in grief as his dragon thrashed, attempting to roll 
over, only to painfully fail. He winced, watching in dread as the 
Nightmares carried heavy metal chains over to them. 

Dropping his chains, one Nightmare roared, snarling at the Scauldron. 
The underwater dragon proceeded to slunk over, walking over to the 
largest weight and tapping it with one of his claws; the claw had a 
strange silver ring with a green stone inside around his claw, 
shackled to his ankle cruelly. 

Almost immediately, the stones stopped giving off the faint light 
when the claw touched it, and the weight that came alongside it. 
Toothless could've escaped right then and there- that was, if one if 
the Monstrous Nightmares hadn't promptly dropped a chain over his 
neck . 



As he bellowed furiously and snapped at them with pinned wings, tail 
and neck, the Nightmares dodged his attacks with amusement, was this, 
truly, the _legendary_ Night Fury? Impossible! But he sure was 
angry . . . 

...Which was completely understandable. Chains and dragons did not 
mix well . 

* *A/N : (NOT HAITUS, YOU READ ME? OK, GOOD.)** 

**Firstly, yeah, I am fully aware of how long this AN turned out to 
be... But as long as it gets through, I'm fine. So, now down to my 
reasons ... * * 

**Yeah, I believe I owe you guys an apology- I'm so sorry I haven't 
updated in a week or so. But, I can safely assure you, I'm not on a 
horrible, oh so dreadful case of Writer's block, or Hiatus. Oh, well, 
I guess this is a hiatus... But I'm gonna keep... Ok, this ISN'T A 
HIATUS! Ok, second time, just for good measure...** 

* *THI S IS NOT A CASE OF HIATUS, OR WRITER'S BLOCK!** 

**In fact, I have too many ideas for my handling, at this rate. I'll 
be stashing away a small notebook or writing in my textbooks the 
ideas for new stories... They'll never notice... Eh, they probably 
would just smile and laugh good-naturedly, then walk off, leaving me 
embarrassed. ** 

**So, as you just read, no Writer's block, and not Hiatus. Thank 
Odin . . . ** 

* * 1 1 ' s simply high school- best bets. I'll be a bit late and run down 
with getting back to school, but this is different, ok? Big change 
for me... Also, the school is so kind, as to give us a healthy dose 
of homework... Wonderful, I know right? _0oh_, almost forgot, it's 
_so_ downright lovely, their big finale to welcome us is to stab us 
with _three_ big long needles! _Amazing_, right? SO AMAZINGLY 
HORRIBLE. At least it __might_ save me from having the Chicken Pox... 
That would definitely mean Hiatus... ** 

**I won't admit it to anyone, but I'm mostly doing this for you guys, 
because I couldn't bear to leave you, even if it has only been a few 
months for me to get out there. You guys are the best... I mean that 
with everything in my heart. ** 

**0K, I think I should stop all this heartfelt mushy stuff, before I 
collapse into a mound of feels and actually start crying... Thank you 
so much, guys, and hopefully I'll be back on track soon... Also, WHY 
IN ODIN'S GHOST DOES THIS FEEL LIKE A GOODBYE?! IT'S A REASSURING 
APOLOGY! ** 

a€ !**... I seriously hoped you guys don't think I've lost my 
mind ... * * 

**Last thing, I've made the decision to make both_ This Is War_, and 
_Can you feel the love Tonight_, my main projects as of now; I 
_can't_ promise if one will get more attention or not, but I'm hoping 
to start easing out the big picture in _This is War_, because my 
current mental plans for it have it quite long, hopefully at least 40 
chaps, with possible 2-5 week breaks every dozen chaps or so for 



other stories to get some much needed attention. Thank you for your 
time, and the change for the seriousness of CyftlT (yes, it gets that 
now) was desired by one or two of my readers (reviewers), thank you 


for helping me there. ** 

* * Cry st all ion 12 * * 

* *SHOUTOUTS : ** 

**None this time, but I would like 
this story... Now I feel seriously 
other stories... Mental note- wait, 
me... Never mind... Done.** 


to thank the Guest/s for reviewing 
guilty for not thanking them in my 
I have sticky notes right next to 


**Thanks ! ** 


End 
f ile . 



